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New York with whom I had stored an old trunk to ship it to me
at once, C.O.D, That afternoon I found a job in the old Menger
Hotel at six dollars a week; that evening I talked my way back
into my former room in the Hotel Royal at a special weekly rate
of two dollars, not necessarily in advance. I was getting on in the
world; even my very recent resolve to settle down had established
a credit.
One evening several weeks later I went out to a German beer
garden some three or four miles from town, A new state hospital
for the insane had been built near by to relieve overcrowding in
other similar institutions, and over a glass of beer with an employee
I gathered that this one was, indeed, a mad-house in every sense
of the word.
Patients were being crowded into unfinished buildings with no
adequate facilities for their care: other hospitals had made the
most of a grand opportunity to get rid of their worst cases, whose
dispositions had by no means improved by the excitement of
moving into strange surroundings. Quite the contrary. Many of
the nurses and attendants were inexperienced in caring for the
insane and, finally, the superintendent, Dr. Graves, was laid up
with an infected foot. All in all, it seemed to be an interesting
situation and a favourable time and place to look for a steady job.